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shut whenever I went and looked at her. I stayed wide awake
while my wife's past history—the past I did not hold against her
and never will—moved in a turmoil through my thoughts.
On our first date Marian told me a lot about herself, and on each
subsequent date she told more. It was information I had no desire
to hear, but I couldn't hush her. Many times since, she has insisted
her object was to warn and drive me off. If that is true, she did not
succeed. When Marian declared to me that she was rough and
tough, when she called herself a tramp and worse, I knew differ-
ent
Marian wasn't sexually innocent when we met, which did not
change my feelings toward her one iota. I wasn't a saint myself.
If anything, my determination to have her for my wife, which ran
like a fever in my blood, was increased, For I knew my girl had been
misled by youth and ignorance and lack of family care. That she
needed to be protected and looked after. Her dad died before she
could remember much about him, but her mother should have
tended her and did not. At fourteen years of age Marian was mo-
lested by a man in his thirties. She was a baby sitter in his house;
she remained in his employ a period of months. For that fact and
for her later experiences I blamed the men involved and I always
hated her mother.
After Marian finally accepted my diamond—I had to force the
ring on her finger—I made it my business to guard and watch her.
Although by then the draft board was breathing down my neck, I
agreed to a three-months' engagement at her demand. When we
got married at the St. Louis City Hall, I wotddn't allow her mother
to have any part whatsoever beyond attending.
Marian quit work, and our life together was perfect Perfect for
me that is, though maybe not for her. When I was drafted, I sublet
the apartment, and she followed me to flight training at Randolph
Field in Texas. She took a job to fill the hours we couldn't be to-
gether. So far as I was concerned, our life continued to be rosy.
She never raised her eyes to another man. Of that I am sure. She
doesn't know it to this day, but the rooming-house janitor kept tabs

